UNGERN MAKES A BLOOD BATH IN URGA

complete surprise, with the result that the Baron with
his few thousand men succeeded in scattering the
whole Chinese army. General Chu himself only
escaped with difficulty, while the Colonel owed his
life to my horse. The whole of Urga was now in
Ungern-Stemberg's hands, including the Chinese war
chest of nearly nine million dollars. The Chinese army
was now making for the township of Maimachen, on
the Russo-Mongolian border, where General Chu
hoped to reorganise it, though at the moment the men
were almost completely out of hand.

At nine o'clock the next morning we broke up.
I hardly recognised my horse. It was no longer the
well-fed, well-groomed animal I had left in Urga but
a pitiful creature of skin and bone with a bad limp and
a sore back. However, it carried me heroically.
The Colonel was riding beside me, telling me the
details of the shameful defeat.

Suddenly the air was shattered by a mighty ex-
plosion, then another, then another. We spurred our
horses and galloped away, not knowing what the
explosions portended. Later that day we learned that
my companions of the day before had abandoned the
dynamite cart at a farm in the vicinity of Dzumodo.
In order to prevent the dynamite falling into the hands
of Ungern's pursuing army, some Chinese soldiers
decided to throw the cases into a well. As the well was
frozen in, impact with the ice exploded the first case,
and this led to a series of explosions which destroyed
the well and killed the Chinamen standing around.

A few hours* riding brought us to a Chinese farm